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MY ADVENTURE IN SEARCH OF 
GARIBALDI. 

I had never seen Italy, its palaces and picture 
galleries, and all the other glorious sights which 
Mr. Murray kindly catalogues in red, and Mr. 
Coghlan in blue. So I crossed Mount Cenis, and 
went gradually southward from city to city, allow¬ 
ing myself just time to rush about the chief towns, 
with a guidebook in my hand, and a Cicerone 






lions, whether of marble or bronze, 

Rome, I confess, although it was the 
vintage season, when the Campagna is a nest ot 
fevers, and timid folks feel the malaria in every 
hot puff of wind that blows over the brown plain, 
—Rome, 1 confess, detained me too long. 1 could 
not get away ; I could not get through my round 
of sight seeing, though I worked like a horse in a 
mill, plodding through miles of pictures and acres 


meant to devote to ma 
of my own hurry, aud although I wore out and 
expended in my service two of the stoutest 
Uupiaie tie place in the Eternal City, 1 spent ten 
days in Rome. But when I started, 1 could not 
blame myself for thus lingering. I had little 
prospect of seeing Rome again for many a long 
day. My aunt's legacy, on the strength of which 
I became a voyager, was waxing leas and less, and 
I had no particular chance of another bequest; so 1 
was right to make hay while the sun shone, and see 
all I could while my purse was still fairly replete. 

Off I went at last in the Naples estaffette, with 
a team of half-wild Roman horses, screaming and 
biting each other, aud tearing along the dusty 
roads in proper courier style. My head was in a 
perfect whirl, stuffed with great ghostly churches, 

chipped urns, and truncated idols, to say nothing 
of priests, pictures, and theatrical peasantry. 
But, presently, the memory of all these things 
began to give place to the anticipations of what 1 
was going to see, real, spirit-stirring war, genuine 
combats, and all the pomp, prido, and circum¬ 
stance of a grand historic struggle, of which I was 
about to be the spectator. Why not chronicler, as 
well as spectator T and why not more than either! 

This was a theatre where the audience every 
now and then sprang over the footlights, and 
took a share in the stage business, hand in hand 
with the regular jierfonucrs. So might I. I had 
read in the “ Times" how amateurs had suddenly 
stepped forward under a heavy tire, and led into 
action some scattered company of Garibaldi’s 
Redshirts, who always appeared but too happy 
to follow these improvised captains. Even my 
learned elder brother (if ho will allow mo to call 
him so) of the English bar, had towered in the 
front of battle, counselling heroes, chiding laggards, 
and recommending or directing the summary exe¬ 
cution of runaways. Why not I ? At any rate, 
among so many impromptu warriors, I might try 
my hand and my nerves, go where I was certain to 
he shot at, and see how 1 liked it; and if I did 
like it, why, I might spend all the rest of my holi¬ 
day with the adventurous gentlemen “in front,” 
and have something to relate to admiring grand¬ 


children in the year 1890, or thereabouts. How 
sweet, when relating the Liberation of Italy, to be 
able to add the words, “ Et quorum para magna 
fui! ” Thus I thought as we trotted and galloped 
along the causeway that traverses those pestilent 
Tontine Marshes; and then, after a hurried meal of 
fruit and chocolate at Terracina, we approached the 
frontier of Naples, where estaffettea are changed. 

With all our speed, wo were behind time,—no 
uncommon event in Italy. In fact, wo were eight 
hours overdue, half the delay lying at the door of 
the Papal Post Office, and the other on a smashed 
axletrce which gave way in the heart of the 
Marshes, and procured us a delectable sojourn 
among the poisonous swamjis, until a smith could 
be brought from Terracina to complete the repairs. 
No wonder that we found the Neapolitan courier 
in a rage, swearing like a pagan, and predicting 
his own dismissal on account of our delay. Very 
ill-humoured was the man of boots and bullion, 
as he locked the letterhags and more sacred 
despatches in the boot of his dirty vehicle, which 
still bore the royal arms, to my surprise ; though, 
when the versatile Neapolitan recovered his good 
temper, he showed me a tine silken Hag, of the three 
magic colours, white, green, and red, wherewith he 
could cover the obnoxious Bourbon blazonry when 
he got within the Garibaldiau outposts. 

•' Then why bear the royal arms at all! ” asked 
I, with unsophisticated curiosity. 

“ And the garrison of Gahta, thi 
the courier, with a shrug, and a f 
my obtuseness. “ Madonna mia s i value my 
skin too much to offend the soldiers of King 
Francis. Thoy would grill me like a carbonado, 
those briccoui, if they caught but a glimpse of the 
pretty silk itanner that I am obliged to carry into 
Naples ; know you that, Signor! " 

So far, so good : and though the mail was dirty 
and the scats hard, the loan horses went a famous 
pace, until we reached Fondi—dark, dirty, brigand¬ 
breeding Fondi, where our team was to be changed. 
Up we Hashed to the post-house, but only to be re¬ 
ceived by open doors and wringing of hands, and 
the heathen howls of ostlers aud postilions. I never 
heard the body of Bacchus so frequently invoked 
before or since, or so many oaths, curses, and 
prayers, as the distracted denizens of the post-house 
gave vent to in live minutes. Our courier, that gold- 
laced Ganymede, who now divided his allegiance 
between King Francis and Garibaldi, soon caught 
le alarm, and tore his hair, and flung up his 
ms, and blasphemcil with the best of them. 

What mu the matter ? 1 partly guessed, but 
wanted some assurance, and 1 got it at last from 
a dishevelled woman with grey hair, who looked 
like an elderly Fury, but was, I believe, only the 
postmaster's grandmother. The story was brief 
and simple. The King wanted horses for his 
artillery train, and a party of Bavarians had just 
swept up every four-footed creature in Fondi, not 
leaving the postmaster a single hoof in his stable. 
Of course, the mail could not proceed. No wonder 
to the courier was hallooing so piteously to Hercules 

in a breath, as Italians will. Bu 
itself to me, and to the other passe 
if there were no horses, perhaps tl 
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nder ! I saw the dead man move / The glossy shuttled off this mortal coil. 

ss rolled horribly in their wrinkled orbits, the “ Then,” said I, as I viewed the hoary humbug, 
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